REDS ! ! !
That would not be good enough. So do problems grow bigger
and more complicated if you have not the courage to grasp the
nettle safety in time — or am I mixing this quotation?
Fear of The Reds, of a threat to private property, brought us
to this plight, and prevented the people who had power from taking
the one course that could have banished any reason to fear them.
This fear is so deep in some of our rulers that it blinds them to
England's danger, to the desire to know the truth. It produces
even noble lords who, in defiance of facts that can be ascertained by
any man who cares to Ipok for them, state in the House that 'it has
been proved to my satisfaction that Russia began the war in Spain*.
I think I express the feeling of many Englishmen of my gener-
ation when I say that I am embittered by the way English
people of high position, condone and approve the daily massacre
of Spaniards by airmen and artillerymen of alien races, appar-
ently because a starving and tormented revolutionary mob, whose
sons and brothers and fathers had died for and with us, seized
power in Russia twenty-one years ago, under a leader sent to them
from Germany. We never foresaw this and would never have
believed it. If we had known we would most conscientiously have
objected — as did some of the men who to-day are applauding
these things.
But now we know. The people of Almeria, of Guernica, of
Alicante were not Bolshevists. The Abyssinians were not Bol-
shevists. The Cantonese were not Bolshevists. The Czechs were
not Bolshevists. But the Red Herring has been drawn across the
trail of straight thinking in England, the country that once took up
the cudgels for oppressed Armenians and Greeks and persecuted
Magyars and crippled cobblers and the underdog everywhere.
Now, because of a few old ladies who see a Red under every bed,
we are in a devil of a mess. The German guns covering the Straits
are real.. The Red wolfhounds are not. We have been told for
years that the Red Plot is real, that the Germans guns are not.
What are we to be asked to do now?
Now the moving finger is writing, and you can no longer dictate
what it shall write, only watch it.
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